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AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


THE identification which is the chief (perhaps the 
only) interest of this document was suggested to 
me by a Trappist recluse whom I have never 
met. The idea, it seems, came to him unbidden, 
as inspirations should; subsequent study of the 
Sacred Text fortified him in the conviction of its 
value, and he was anxious that it should somehow 
be made public, if only under the form of a 
literary fantasy such as this. I need only add 
that I (and, I feel sure, he) would not dream of 
maintaining the truth of this interpretation if 
and in so far as it should conflict with any 
judgement of the Church. 

My thanks are due to the Editor of the Universe 
for his courteous permission to reprint the 


article. 
R.A.K. 





THE RICH YOUNG MAN 


HE went down the hill-side with the slow, easy 
step of a man accustomed to deference from his 
fellows. <A light breeze caressed him, like a ripple 
on the surface of the sunshine; he was well con- 
tent. It was fitting that the contentment should 
mask itself in an outward fashion of melancholy; 
but the marriage of sunshine with a light breeze 
will whisper to a man’s heart even though he has 
buried his father only a few weeks back. The 
death had been long expected—you might almost 
say, unduly delayed; the Dark Angel had worn 
out, beforehand, his welcome of natural tears. 
And now that the debt of decent solemnity had 
been paid for four weeks—was it? Or three 
weeks?—that other thought obtruded itself at 
times upon his consciousness, was obtruding itself 
even now, as he walked down the hill-side. He 
was sole heir. 

At first it had only lived on the faintest horizon 
of his attention. Naturally; did not his world 
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know him as the most dutiful of sons? Had he 
not been everything to his father in those later 
years when strength was failing, the staff of his 
old age? Unthinkable that when death came 
such a man should let down the flag of filial 
affection at arun. It was silenced, then, honour- 
ably and conscientiously, this unlovable distrac- 
tion, banished to its corner like a child that will 
not behave itself in company. 

Only, as the weeks passed, its ‘‘ Mayn’t I come 
out now? ”’ had been growing more insistent, and 
the inhibition that withstood it seemed daily less 
reasonable. Little details about the house and 
the estate, neglected by their late owner with an 
old man’s conservatism or parsimony, tugged at 
his attention like trailing branches in a forest 
path, ‘‘ This and that must be put right now.” 

Indeed, it had been partly to escape from this 
companionship of premature solicitudes that he 
had taken to the open country that afternoon. 
By the lake-side, where the rough fisher-folk 
brought in the shining harvest of the unowned 
waters, he could shake off, perhaps, the thought 
of his inheritance. 

And yet, there was no denying it, he was sole 
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heir. Whatever expectations his younger brother 
might have had were forfeited long since, when 
he had realised the capital that was due to him 
and had set out to make his fortune—an unlucky 
business from the first! When he returned, 
bankrupt and discredited, he was received as a 
member of the family; there could be no question 
about that; but the annuity then settled on him 
was handsome, and would be continued. True, 
the old man had spoken at ‘times as if it was his 
intention to do more for the scapegrace in his 
will, but that was when his strength was failing, 
only when his strength was failing. Nothing 
could have been further from his wishes, in 
reality, than that there should be any division of 
the property. How tactless are the expectations 
of a younger son! 

Besides, the property would not stand division. 
It brought in, even now, a comfortable income; 
but how generously its value might be increased 
if profits were husbanded, and went back again 
into the improvement of the stock. As sole heir 
he could see to that; already the prospect of 
increasing his inheritance began to present itself 
to him as a kind of filial duty, or perhaps a paternal 
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duty, for he, too, one day, must resign to an heir 
his rich farms and his pleasant garden walks; the 
woods that had grown up with him would recog- 
nise a younger master, and only the faithful 
cypresses would bear him company to the grave. 

Yes, for twenty years to come the profits of 
every good season must go back into the land 
they sprang from; then, with the riper experience, 
and more educated palate of middle life, he would 
be able to enjoy the fruits. of his own honest 
industry. Honest, thank God!—better anything 
than a prosperity secured by violation of the 
Divine commands. These commands might 
almost have been themselves part of the property, 
so jealously had he kept them. 

He had now well-nigh reached the sea’s level; 
and, as he rounded a scarp of the cliff, saw a 
crowd gathered close to the water’s edge. A 
boat stood off a little way from the land, and 
towards it the faces of the crowd were turned in 
expectation. Could there have been some mis- 
adventure among the fishing people? Had the 
storm of last night, perhaps, claimed a toll of these 
humble lives? No, the boat was not putting in to 
shore; she was moored in a fathom or so of water. 
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In her stern a human form stood erect—the 
form (as it seemed from the gestures) of one making 
a public utterance. Of course, he might have 
known it earlier. He had heard, several months 
ago, rumours of the strange Preacher who somehow 
charmed an audience from that sluggish country- 
side—a Fanatic, men said, and yet one who altered 
human lives by a word or a touch. There were 
stories, too, still harder of belief, that told of sick 
men suddenly healed, of devil-ridden folks set free. 

A few hundred yards further along the shore 
and he would be in full audience; the sloping 
beach made a natural amphitheatre, whose 
echoes carried far. Certainly he should be worth 
hearing, this much-praised, much-criticised Oracle 
of half-a-dozen fishing towns. 


He had advanced but little before fragments of 
the discourse began to reach him, interspersed 
with the muffled applause of the little lapping 
waves. But before he could hear enough to trace 
any thread of connection, the discourse came to 
an end, and the boat put slowly in to land. The 
outskirts of the crowd began to melt away, but 
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some few pressed closer than ever to the water’s 
edge, determined apparently to win a private 
audience. Among these, to his astonishment, he 
recognised the features of his younger brother. 
What business could he have, the family ne’er- 
do-weel, with the severe Moralist in the boat 
pulpit? He hurried forward, and was in time to 
hear the question with which his brother greeted 
the disembarkation: Master, speak to my brother, 
that he divide the inheritance with me ! 

Divide the inheritance? Had the man lost all 
sense of shame, that he should thus drag out the 
private affairs of the family amidst a crowd which 
contained (he saw now) a few who were neigh- 
bours, and knew them both by sight? This was 
his latest manoeuvre, to air his fancied grievances 
about the country-side, and solicit the good 
offices of kindly strangers in his behalf! No 
doubt he had chosen his audience carefully; 
this much-courted Prophet had shown before now, 
it was rumoured, revolutionary tendencies, and 
passed, as the crowd’s favourites will, for some- 
thing of a democrat. . 

Well, his views about landed property would 
have to be made public now. 
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Man, who hath appointed me judge or divider over 
you? Excellent; a proper attitude! His heart 
warmed towards the Prophet with unmistakable 
approval. Plainly, he was Moralist enough to 
detect and to reprobate covetousness. Better still, 
he was beckoning to the crowd to gather round 
him again; the shamelessness of the late request 
was to be made the text for a fresh homily. 

The land of a certain rich man brought forth plenty of 
fruits ; and he thought within himself, saying, What 
shall I do, because I have no room where to bestow my 
Sruits ? And he said, This will Ido; I will pull down 
my barns, and will build greater, and into them I will 
gather all things that are grown to me, and my goods. 
And I will say to my soul, Soul, thou hast much. goods 
laid up for many years ; take thy rest, eat, drink, make 
good cheer. But God said to him, Thou fool, this night 
do they require thy soul of thee ; and whose shall those 
things be which thou hast provided? So ts he that 
layeth up treasure for himself, and ts not rich towards 
God. 


Strongly put, perhaps, but it was a lesson which 
demanded emphasis. It needed no great prophetic 
gifts to read the character of this younger brother, 
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a would-be business man in distressed circum- 
stances, eagerly clutching at any hope of retrieving, 
though it were by unjust means, his old position. 
Important to remind such a petitioner that there 
are spiritual treasures which a man takes away 
with him when he is laid to rest with his fathers; 
an upright character and an unsoiled record; - 
what treasures are to be compared with these? 
Yes, there is no doubt that the Prophet has seen 
the situation in its true light; has seen that if the 
scapegrace should contrive to worm his way. into 
the inheritance, only pride and folly would come 
of it. He would turn out just such another rich 
fool as the rich fool in the parable, thinking of 
nothing but earthly prosperity, neglecting those 
higher claims of conscience which are rarer 
treasure in heaven’s eyes. How wisely, then, does 
Providence reward just dealing and temperate 
living, even in this world! The ne’er-do-weel goes 
portionless; his thrifty senior, who has never yet 
broken the commandments of God, remains 
‘securely in possession. 


All this time he had been drawing nearer, and 
was now standing himself among the little knot of 
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auditors that still fringed the beach. It would be 
a graceful act, he thought, to show his recognition 
of the prophet’s good sense by going up and having 
a word with him. It would be a proper rebuke 
to his insolent junior; it would assure the neigh- 
bours that there was no guilty conscience on his 
side. And, perhaps, if characters were being read 
that day he might himself obtain some profitable 
warning, some fruitful piece of advice. 

What message would the Prophet have for a 
man who had lived honestly all his days, who had 
never yet put himself on the wrong side of the 
Divine Law? More than once, among the snatches 
of talk he had heard as he came up from the 
distance, he had caught the words “life ever- 
lasting ’’; this, then, should be the matter of his 
question. A landowner who did not fear to look 
any man in the face, how did he stand? What 
inheritance had he in eternity? 


° e e e e 


It was, fortunately, in his own direction that 
the crowd made way for their Favourite to pass 
through. Without difficulty and without imper- 
tinence he offered his companionship for a few 
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steps of the journey. Good Master, what good shall 
I do that I may inherit life everlasting ? 

The immediate answer was a singular one, 
taking up and seeming to criticise what was the 
least important part of the question—the mere 
complimentary address which prefaced it: Why 
askest thou me concerning good? One is good, God. 
It seemed that the Prophet, himself human, was 
declining to answer questions about the Good, as 
if that were God’s province, not his. Or—was 
there more to be read behind that deprecating, 
half-ironical manner? It seemed, somehow, to 
encourage further speculation, to invite an 
admission of some sort. 


But it was only for an instant, this hesitation, 
this baffling gaze of inquiry. With the next 
breath came the answer he had expected, almost 
hoped for. But if thou wilt enter into life, keep the 
commandments. 

The commandments, surely, must be those that 
were fulminated from Sinai. So it proved; his 
Which? was answered by a swift résumé of the 
Mosaic Decalogue, His conscience, thus put to 
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the test of the master instrument, gave out no 
discordant note. Murder, adultery, theft—they 
found no place in his record. Honour his father 
and his mother? He had closed their eyes duti- 
fully in death; no tender office had been denied 
to them. Love his neighbour as himself? That 
had ever been his principle, to exact just dealing 
and faithful service from those around him, but 
to offer as much in return; he would not spare 
himself where he had not spared others. True, 
some thought him wanting in indulgence towards 
his brother; had he been self-indulgent, the 
criticism might have hit its mark; but who would 
dare to. level the accusation? He had observed 
one consistent standard, without bitterness, with- 
out weakness. To love your neighbour, what was 
that but to do what was best for his character? 
All these have I kept from my youth; what is yet 
wanting to me? 


There was a pause, short in the mere duration 
of moments, but long, somehow, in its effect of 
embarrassment. For the silence itself was dis- 
concerting; disconcerting, too, was the tenderness 
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of the longing gaze which fixed itself upon him. 
When the world looked at you, it took you for 
what you were; flattering eyes accepted you at 
your own valuation, and gave you credit for it; 
envious eyes congratulated you with the sense that 
you were justly provocative of envy; the careless 
eyes of your equals took you for granted, subjected 
you to no scrutiny, and suggested none. 

But this gaze which now fell upon him seemed 
to find two men there, the man as he was, and the 
man as he should be; challenged you, expected 
something of you; gave you a glimpse of the 
possibility that you might be something other 
than you were. They were eyes as of one not 
looking at you, but looking for something in you; 
there was all the difference there is between eyes 
that are cast to the earth in contemplation, and 
eyes that hunt for something—a piece of silver, 
perhaps—that has been lost. Or you might fancy 
them as the eyes of one who looks into a troubled 
pool, searching there for the image of his own 
‘reflection. They were scales that weighed you 
up, poised between hope and regret; they were a 
lancet that probed you, gently but unflinchingly 
handled, And yet it was a gaze of infinite love; 
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love not of you (for it lacked complaisance), but 
of that thing which it looked for in you, that lost 
image of yourself as you might be. 


Strangely, beneath that gaze, conscience itself 
lost something of certainty in its deliveries. Exact 
fulfilment of the Law seemed a grudging and 
mechanical thing; Love took wings, and would no 
longer consent to be weighed-up meticulously in 
the balance of self-approval. 

Tf thou wilt be perfect—and again a little, chal- 
lenging pause, as if to ascertain whether this 
demand for life everlasting were based on con- 
fident righteousness or on conscious need. 

Perfect? How perfect? Was it possible, then, 
for fallen man to attain anything higher than a 
negative record of non-transgression? That his 
actions should, beneath the all-penetrating eye 
of God, wear the bloom of perfection? In any 
case, what had he done, what had he said, that 
such heroic desires should be imputed to him? 
That tender gaze seemed almost cruel now, so 
much it expected of him, so little allowance was 


made for undecided purpose and half-way-house 
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resolutions; it was hypnotising him, stealing away 
all his comfortable habits of mind. Jf thou wilt be 
perfect, go sell what thou hast, and give to the poor, and 
thou shalt have treasure in Heaven: and come, follow 
me. 


And this was the Prophet whose practical good 
sense he had but now found himself admiring. 
What! Sell the property at such a time as this, 
when the neglects and parsimonies of an old 
man’s administration had concealed so much of 
its attractions, had left so much of its possibilities 
undeveloped? Sell the property which had 
passed on from father to son through so many 
generations of varying fortune? No longer have 
anything to bequeath to his children and grand- 
children; no longer own a single patch of earth 
with which his spirit could identify itself, incor- 
porate itself, when his body lay beneath its mould? 
To sell what he had—why, it would be a treason 
to his race! 

And for what? To finance some movement, to 
float some organisation of reform? No, to scatter 
largesse to the ungrateful poor. Why not resign 
at once in favour of his shiftless brother? Nobody 
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was poor except those who, like that brother of 
his, had no skill in husbanding their money: 
endow them afresh, and they would run through 
the freshly-acquired wealth—he knew them!— 
before the month was out. 

And himself, what of himself when these curious 
preparations had been made? He was to come 
and follow. He must help those few fishermen 
put out their boat from the land when there was 
to be a sermon, put it in again when the sermon ~ 
was over; help form a bodyguard which would 
marshal the diseased multitude as they waited 
their turn for an audience; tramp the roads, 
muddy and derided, from village to village. 
And this was life everlasting—he could imagine 
that it would seem so. 


All this common sense told him, or seemed to 
tell him; from all this his familiar man-of-the- 
world self, the only self he had known until this 
morning, shrank in unconcealed disgust. All the 
heir in him, all the elder: brother in him, all 
the commandment-keeper in him, denounced the 
proposition. And yet—was he really under the 
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hypnotism of those eyes? Or was there another 
self in him, newly brought to birth under the 
gaze of them, which tugged against all the pull of 
common sense, which echoed in tune to the 
fantastic invitation? Of course, it must be an 
illusion, this superstitious feeling that he was 
missing something if he turned away; that the 
chance which lay before him was the only chance 
which would ever be given him, or, if repeated, 
would be repeated only-in pain, with tragedy, 
under dark skies. 

He was the heir, the one hope of perpetuating 
an honourable line; he was not his own master, 
that he should obey these gipsy invitations to come 
and follow—he had a stake in the country. The 
influence of those eyes was withdrawn already; 
he shook off, with it, the lingering influence of 
that voice. For a moment he turned to watch 
the departure of the little company along the 
lake side; then he went away sad, for he had 
great possessions. Strange, how far sounds carried 
between the cliffs and the lake; he could hear, 
with no difficulty, the comment to which his own 
predicament had given rise: J say to you that a 
rich man shall hardly enter into the kingdom of heaven. 
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II 


It was dark in the little room where he sat 
prisoner; but after a time faint streaks of light 
began to show through the scanty openings. 
These he did not welcome, because he was to die 
at noon; and poverty, and disappointment, and 
misery had not made him weary of life. It is 
hard to shake off the habits of the epicure. While 
the companionable darkness lasted, he would 
make the most of his reminiscences; our memories, 
sorry though they may be, are the last food left 
for thought. If he could only find out whether 
his brother had a hand in it, that younger brother 
whom he had jealously excluded—why not admit 
now, shabbily excluded?—from all share in the 
inheritance! 

Rich and powerful neighbours, it was true, had 
long held that claim against the property, but so 
long that the claim itself seemed dormant. It 
must, surely, have been some malevolent influ- 
ence that had revived the claim just when the 
property was getting into good order, had taken 
from him the inheritance of his fathers and shorn 
him—the lawyers saw to that—of whatever 
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pittance might have been left him to face the 
world with. A year’s hard work had gone into 
the place since he inherited it, and other men had 
entered into his labours. Well, no use now to 
speculate about the cause of his ruin; at least, it 
had not been his fault. 


Had it been his fault that he took to thieving 
afterwards? Hardly, when you knew society from 
the other end. It took only a few weeks of poverty 
to correct your ideas about the shiftlessness 
of the poor ; to make you see, instead, the rich ones 
of the world as the lucky ones. For a man who 
has lost a fine estate simply through the world’s 
malice to declare himself the world’s enemy, to 
make war on wealth wherever he sees it, and derive 
occult compensation for the injuries he has 
sustained—was that stealing? Hardly, when you 
saw the thing from the thief’s point of view. 
The rich banker, for example, riding on his ass 

*down the Jericho road, with the money he needed 
so little in his saddle-bags! Needed so little, yet 
risked his life to defend—it was not their fault, 
his own and his partner’s, if it was necessary to 
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take his loss quietly. And yet stabbing was a 
serious matter, from the lawyer’s point of view; 
and here was he, condemned with his partner to 
be hung up next day for the crows to eat, all for 
the want of a little luck. 


A cock crowed somewhere near by; yes, the 
dawn was coming. His gaoler paid him a visit 
soon afterwards, and, either from native kindli- 
ness or with a lonely man’s love of imparting 
information, began to reassure him about the 
circumstances of his approaching death. People 
made it out a deal more uncomfortable than it 
was—crucifixion. For one thing, kind old ladies 
provided you with drugged wine, that made your 
senses heavy while its effects lasted. And, in 
practice, you were not left to die by inches; as 
soon as you were fairly far gone, soldiers would 
come and break your legs, to save themselves the 
trouble of mounting guard over you. So you would 
not live on everlastingly, hanging there. . 


The words struck a chord in his memory, and 
he tried hard to recapture when it was, or in 
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what circumstances, that the words “ everlasting 


life’? had occupied his attention. He hardly 
heard the gaoler, who was going on to explain 
that he and his partner would not, after all, share 
the whole honours of the day. Unexpectedly, a 
third execution had been ordered; it was that of 
a religious impostor, who had been stirring up 
the crowd against the Government—he said he 
came to deliver the people. The gaoler permitted 
himself to be satirical, pointing out that the 
Deliverer would be hard put to it to deliver him- 
self this time. They were going to use nails for 
him, the guardroom said. With a little more 
monologue, the gaoler was content to leave him 
to himself. 

His overwatched senses claimed at last their 
toll of sleep; he was still sleeping when they came 
to awake him for his last journey. It was now 
the middle of the morning, and the sun was fully 
up; there were heavy clouds, though, curtaining 
the horizon, dark as the clouds that bring snow; 
_the sunlight looked sickly, and the air felt oppres- 
sive and surcharged with dull mist. 
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What more claimed his attention was the 
presence of little crowds at the street-corners; 
agitated crowds that shook fists and discussed 
something hotly—on a festival day, too, wasn’t 
it? He had lost count of days. But why 
crowds, why these searching looks as he went 
past? Surely the dead banker could not have 
been popular enough to leave men regretting 
his loss, and angry with his murderers? At last 
he perceived that another melancholy little pro- 
cession went before his own, and it was this that 
evoked the public feeling, the demonstrations here 
and there. It would be this impostor the gaoler 
had spoken of; naturally his execution would 
not pass without comment. Well, what matter? 
For himself, he had too long passed out of the 
ranks of respectable society to dread recognition 
and publicity on this pilgrimage of death. 


He hoped the way would not be long, though; 
for these crossed planks he carried over his 
shoulder weighed cruelly as he went. A bitter 
symbol of the mercy which society showed to its 
victims—it made them sweat under the gibbets 
they were to hang on! At least, let the journey 
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be soon over. But no—the procession in front 
halted again and again; he could not see for 
what purpose; he might have travelled faster had 
he travelled alone; as it was he must follow. 
** Follow me! ’”—why did that refrain linger in 
his memory? Were they the words of a song? 
No; he remembered now; it was the strange 
Prophet who had used them, that day by the lake 
side. What had become of the Prophet now, he 
wondered? Even the Prophet would scarcely 
have expected him to follow with a great heavy 
cross like this on his back! 


Well, it was over at last ; and now it would be 
the cross’s turn to carry him. As they laid him 
down, he heard a noise of hammering which made 
him turn his head sharply—no, it was not to be 
his fate; they were beginning to tie him down 
with cords. Somebody was thrusting a cup 
between his lips; the taste was bitter, but medic- 
inal, and he drank freely, knowing that he would 
" be grateful for the stupor later on. His upturned 
face showed him the change that was coming 
over the sky; the clouds were gathering thickly, 
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blotting out the sun, and the darkness that fol- 
lowed was eerie, almost magical in effect . . 

it was kind of the elements to put on mourning 
for such a career as his! 

Then there was a jolt, and a sudden wrench 
at his arms and feet; and now he looked skywards 
no longer, but outwards, down the hill-side, to 
where the walls of the city showed faint in the 
mid-day gloom. Soldiers underneath were heart- 
lessly trying on the clothes they had stripped from 
him, with rough jests; somé women came by 
and looked at him—pityingly, he thought—but 
passed on. Well, this was to be his last view of 
the world. Plague upon it, why could they not 
have given him a sunny day to swing on? 


Time had passed, and the ropes had eaten into 
his hands; so numbed were his senses, that he 
could hardly tell which was which, whether the 
ropes were hurting his hands, or his hands the ropes. 
He grew irritable under the pain, wondered 
what those people were saying who passed 
underneath, why they should jeer at a poor devil 
of a thief who had met his deserts. But no, it 
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was not himself they derided ; it was, of course, 
his neighbour—the impostor. Against him their 
spite seemed to know no bound; they were crying 
out to ask why he did not come down and save 
himself. Certainly it would have been conven- 
ient, if he had been a real magician. 

Then he heard a hoarse cry that seemed to 
come from his own level, not far away; it was the - 
voice of his partner, almost transformed with 
pain and anger. What was he saying? Oh, he, 
too, was having his. fling at the discredited 
popular leader: If thou be Christ, save thyself and 
us. The taunts provoked no answer, apparently; 
how were they being taken? It was agony to 
move, but he knew that he could turn his neck 
far enough, if he tried, to get a view of the cross 
next his own. He turned, and saw with failing 
eyes that cross and its Burden. 

At first he merely recognised that he had seen, 
somewhere, those features before. Then memory 
flooded back upon him, and he saw the sunlit 
lake, and the little groups of country folk picking 
. their way along the shore, and heard once again 
the voice uplifted in warning: J say to you that a 
rich man shall hardly enter into the kingdom of heaven. 
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Yes, those were the same eyes that had once 

looked into his, with expectation, and challenge, 
- and tender reproof: and now those eyes were 
directed towards the darkened city, and the wide 
world that lay beyond it, expecting, and challeng- 
ing, and reproving still. 

Of himself the words had been spoken, when 
he had been a rich man: could it have needed 
more hardship to bring him to the kingdom of 
heaven than it had needed to bring him to this 
death of shame? Well, he had followed the 
Prophet at last, followed him to a cross. And 
what had the Prophet done that he should find 
himself in such company? It was easy to put the 
story together, to see how petty spite, and pro- 
fessional jealousy, and the unmasked hypocrisy 
that would fain stifle the voice of conscience, had 
conspired to bring about this innocent Death. 


Innocent—and what of himself? In a moment 
of clear vision, he revised his own formulas of 
self-justification, so often repeated that he had 
almost begun to believe in them. ‘That society 
was his enemy, that he was but taking his own 
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back when he robbed, was only taking necessary 
measures of defence when he killed his victim, 
and all the rest. Society had been the Prophet’s 
enemy, too, but with what weapons had he met 
it? Had he been embittered, had he claimed 
reprisals? The contrast between the two attitudes 
burned into him now, like ropes that were galling 
his hands; he forgot society, and the inheritance, . 
and the younger brother; he saw only himself 
and his neighbour, and knew himself unworthy 
to share even a cross in such neighbourhood. 

A fresh cry rang out; his old partner was still 
solacing his pain with blasphemies. This was the 
man whom he had elected to follow, robbing the 
_rich, he who might once have given to the poor! 
This was the standard under which he had 
enrolled himself! At least, he cculd not suffer his 
dying moments to be overcast with the undisowned 
pollution of that companionship. It would be 
something to rebuke, perhaps to silence, that 
flow of unseasonable railing. He could not 

-wrench his head round further, but he had still 
. voice enough left for a single protest: Nezther dost 
thou fear God, seeing thou art under the same condemna- 
tion? And we indeed justly, for we receive the due 
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reward of our deeds; but this man hath done no evil. 
It was worth the effort of his labouring breath to 
have said so much. 

And still from the third cross there was silence; 
championship seemed to pass with no more 
notice than mockery; even the eyes were not 
turned towards him. Surely just so much of 
recognition. . . . But no, he had no right to 
claim even a glance. It was he who had turned 
away on the lake-side, and those eyes had followed 
him, offering him his last chance. Or was it a 
last chance? Could there be a last chance while 
life still beat in the tortured limbs, of winning 
love from such Love? At least he would speak 
once more, though his swollen lips and parched 
tongue hardly offered the opportunity of speech; 
once more, before his voice was silenced altogether. 
That he might have life everlasting: how, where, 
on what terms he knew not, and was too tired to 
ask. Only he knew that the Prophet used to 
speak of a kingdom which would one day be his, 
a kingdom in which the world’s injustices would 
be set right; still time, perhaps, to offer his 
vassalage to a Crown of Thorns! Lord, remember 
me when thou shalt come into thy kingdom. 
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Then once more the gaze from which his 
youth’s pride had turned away dwelt upon him. 
Then, when he was rich and respected, the darling 
of fortune, the look had spoken of disappointment 
and concern. Now that he hung on a felon’s 
cross, there was the same love and the same 
longing, but disappointment and concern had 
vanished; the eyes relaxed their scrutiny—they 
had found that which was lost. Crucified saw 
his own image restored in the crucified. Amen I 
say to thee, this day thou shalt be with me in Paradise. 

In Paradise—where was that? Less than a 
day’s journey, it seemed; and what need to fear 
the darkest of journeys in such company? In 
Paradise. . . . Life everlasting. . . . He had 
turned his head back now, in utter weariness; 
stupor was creeping over him; the hours passed 
in a monotony of half-deadened pain; he heard 
voices, but they carried no message to his dull 
ears. Only his heart repeated the words, With me, 
in Paradise. They brought contentment with them, 
like the marriage of sunshine with a light breeze. 

Then he looked down, and saw two soldiers 
coming towards him with clubs, and the centurion 
resting on his lance. 
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